416                       A RECENT EXPLOSION

Tom and Stangrave stand a little apart from each
other, while one of the seconds paced the distance.
He steps out away from them, across the crater floor,
carrying Tom's revolver in his hand, till he reaches
the required point, and turns.

He turns : but not to come back. Without a ges-
ture or an exclamation which could explain his pro-
ceedings, he faces about once more, and rushes up
the slope as hard as legs and wind permitted.

Tom is confounded with astonishment: either the
Bursch is seized with terror at the whole business, or
he covets the much-admired revolver; in either case,
he is making off with it before the owner's eyes.

"Stop! Hillo! Stop thief! He's got my pistol!"
and away goes Thurnall in chase after the Bursch,
who, never looking behind, never sees that he is fol-
lowed : while Stangrave and the second Bursch look
on with wide eyes.

Now the Bursch is a "gymnast," and a capital
runner; and so is Tom likewise; and brilliant is the
race upon the Falkenhohe." But the victory, after a
while, becomes altogether a question of wind; for it
was all up-hill. The crater, being one of " explosion,
and not of elevation," as the geologists would say,
does not slope downward again, save on one side,
from its outer lip: and Tom and the Bursch were
breasting a fair hill, after they had emerged from the
" kessel" below.

Now, the Bursch had had too much Thronerhof-
berger the night before; and possibly, as Burschen